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every now and again ammunition was exploding. In a
field nearby, an officer lay dead, stretched on his back,
his eyes staring into the bright sun. In another field a
wounded soldier was crying for help : we got the
ambulance to him. All along the road were abandoned
water bottles and bits of equipment. The German
'planes came back once or twice. Miller and I threw
ourselves into the ditch by the side of the road. Scott
went off by himself into the fields. He said that he
found the placid chewing of the cows was very reassuring
during a bombardment.
I went to look for the mayor, as I heard that there
were many refugees in the  hospital who had been
machine-gunned and bombed on the road.   I found him
in the main square looking very harassed.   He had had
thousands of refugees through the towir every day, and
it was a big problem to feed them and to try to find
means of transport.   He took me to the hospital, where
his daughter was working.   One after another wounded
refugees were being taken to the operating table, which
was clearly visible to everyone walking in and out of
the hospital.   The doctors told me that several of them
had been machine-gunned; the others had been bombed*
Did I want to talk to them ?
" No, I didn't want to bother them/'
" Oh, it wouldn't bother them at all"
They took me into a big ward full of wounded women
and cross-examined these unfortunate people, while I
stood uncomfortably in the background.   They were
mostly French from the Ardennes, and a number of